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as a national museum, but then they should never
change or grow older,, least of all Sebastian and
Viola; all should be transformed into a palace of
Sleeping Beauty, only they should not be touched
as with a sleep of death, but should move immortal
about their immemorial activities. For his own part,
he felt convinced that he would never see Chevron
again; the incident would be isolated in his life; he
was too active for England ever to hold him long,
and already he had other plans in preparation, but
the short incursion into this strangely segregated
world had surprisingly enriched him, as one is en-
riched by any experience one had believed to be
entirely outside the scope of one's sympathies, and
which unexpectedly acquires a life of its own in a
new reach of one's comprehension.

If Anquetil had been surprised at himself for
remaining at Chevron till after luncheon, and then
still more surprised at his acceptance of Sebastian's
invitation to remain until the evening, how much
more and finally surprised was he to find himself
agreeing to remain until the following morn-
ing 1 But he was now no longer the duchess'
guest; he was Sebastian's and Viola's. He was no
longer a member of a house-party, an outsider, an
onlooker, alternately bored, contemptuous, and
amused; he was one of a happy trio, light-hearted
in the absence of the grown-ups. He had noticed
the change that came over the two children (for as
children he regarded them) as soon as their mother